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foolish verses, the unfinished production of a
random moment, and never meant to have met
your ear. I have heard or read somewhere of
a gentleman, who had some genius, much ec-
centricity, and very considerable dexterity with
his pencil. In the accidental group of life into
which one is thrown, wherever this gentleman
met with a character in a more than ordinary
degree congenial to his heart, he used to steal a
sketch of the face, merely, as he said, as a nota
bene to point out the agreeable recollection to
his memory. What this gentleman's pencil was
to him, is my muse to me; and the verses I do
myself the honour to send you are a memento
exactly of the same kind that he indulged in.

It may be more owing to the fastidiousness
of my caprice than the delicacy of my taste,
but I am so often tired, disgusted, and hurt
with the insipidity, affectation, and pride of
mankind, that when I meet with a person u af-
ter my own heart," I positively feel what an
orthodox protestant would call a species of
Idolatry, which acts on my fancy like inspira-
tion; and I can no more desist rhyming on
the Impulse, than an Eolian harp can refuse its
tones to the streaming air, A distich or two
would be the consequence, though the object
which hit my fancy were grey-bearded age:

but